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' NEW-YEAR'S-DAY. 


Wun es welcome New-Year's-Day 

With mirth, and Chriſtmas cheer; 

I too, in my old-faſhion'd Way, 
Would hail the op * A 


II. 
When Ninety-cight its courſe began, 
How long a time it ſcem'd 
With weeks more than my mind could ſcan 
The fruitful proſpect — 


III. N 
But all a cheat her ſmiles I've found; 
For the revolving ſun . 
Concluded has his annual round 


IV. 
ut ſo, this op'ning year appears — 
1 | ſo ſhe ſeems to ſmile; 
Juſt ſo the ſanguine youth ſhe cheers— 
Juſt ſo ſhe'll bim 2 


2 ; 

Old Father Time will ie Neal, 
Juſt with his former haſte; ' 

Succeeding years around will wheel, 


As quickly as the paſt. 


Ld 


On former ds, 
When this — me aeg 

Nothing from her | will expe 
But a few days of care. 


VII. 
; der aaa yr fy | 
Did ps v9 laſt N SD 

: „ 1 5 


VIII. 
And many, ere this wheeling year 
Bring round next New«Year's-Day, 
Shall ſtretched be on funeral bier, 
And MEL with kindred clay. 


8 
Perhaps before next Now-Year's:Day, 
The ghaſtly tyrant Death-- 
On me his clay-cold hand may lay, 
And rob me of my breath! 


X. 
Would 1, a fooliſh mortal, think 
How quickly I muſt die; | 
That I but totter on the brink 
Of round cternity; 


Xl. 
By envying then the great and rich, 
I'd not diſquiet myſelf; 
It well might cure me of the itch 
Of hoarding ſordid pelf, + 
XII. 
Upon the pow'rful, looking down 
With careleſs, eaſy eye; | 
The monarch with his ſplendid crown 
Creating no envy. + 


{ & 9 


THE CURLING-MATCH:»" -» 


WY HEN Winter's roll with winging cold | 


Had hard'ned all the plains, ries 0574 


And ſeas, and lakes; and ropes tf 


Bound up in icy chains 3 3 i 


5 II. „Mi 

The Curlers keen — * 
Prepar'd their arlike rm: 
As fields of glory, ev'ry here 


Diſplayed glitt'ring charms. | 5g | 


III. 

The Sanquhar's ſons ſor ages paſt 
Unrival'd ſtood in famer 
And all the frozen North confeſs'd 

The honour of their name. 


IV. 
John Crawford long had envy'd ther. 
And now reſolv'd to try | 
His laſt efforts, and vict ry gain, 
Or on the field to die. 


V. 
Among the hills Dunciton's W 
In wild meanders Play; 
There both the num'rous artnies met, 


In battle's dread array. 


5 


VI. 
When Sanquhar's gallant youths beheld 
The ſparkling glafly ſield, 
With love of fame inſpir d. they cry * 
* We'll die, but never yield.” - 


N 
* 


h 
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. 4 VII. N ein) HdT 
No battle cer was RR fraght, ER + 
Nor e' er a bloodier fray; . 
John Crawford did what man could We: 0 a 41 
Yet ſadly loſt the day 7 * * 1 +} 
Vin. 5.14 200/49) 10 | : 
Though ev'ry gatiiths nk ha * da WY 
For a brave fallen foe; _ "Yes 
Yet all rejoice that fooliſh _— +. ratt 
Is ſometimes humbled low. mo 0 . 


Kirn 


To a Sigur Curler, from bir friend i t 
C- , an old S—nqub——r Curler. 


1 
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EAR Ed rd, we have now good reaſon 
expect a ling'ring, ſroſty ſeaſon. 
I ſtill am bleſt with Rrength and vigour 
To bear the greateſt cold and rigour; 
And healthy, bath in fleſh and bone, 
Am fit to uſe my Curling-Stone. 
O Curliug-Stone, for many a year, 
With thee, amongſt companions dear, 
Engag'd in harmlefs,"manly play, 
I've laugh'd the winter months away. 
The day we ſpent in glorious fun; 
At night we told what deeds were done; 
How Rob, Will, Tom, James, John, and Ned 
Drove bercely on, or calmly led, 
The wondrous deeds of mighty name, 
Recorded in the books of Fame. 


(6) 


This Curling-Stone, my worthy friend, 
With care and ſpeed unto me ſend. * 
And in return, with heart ſincere, 
II drink your health in wine, or hoory | 
Or, which no liquor can ſurpaſs, 
Rich cordial drops in cryſtal glaſs. 

Left I ſhould treſpaſs on your time, 
I'll now conclude my humble rhyme. | 

May S—nquh—r's ſons new vict' ries gain, 1 
While Lochward, Cr—k, and N=-th remain. 
May all the corners of the land 4; 
Submiſhve own their conqu'ring hand !— 
May vain In Cr—wf=r&mind their blow, 
While wild D-n—t—n's currents flow. 
May M—rt—n and P—-np—nt {till feel 
Their ſtrength of ſtone, jan £8 6 per d ſteel. 
May icy fields the poles around 
For ever with their praiſes ſound! 
And may the W—thr—ngt—ns. appear 
Among the chiefs of ev'ry year. 
While I can touch a Curling-Stone, 
Thus prays your ſervant, J. W—L$—x. 


AN ELEGY 


On the much lamented death of Robeſpierre, by 


a holy Demecrat, Anno 1794. 
— 9 — 
Now. Muſe, put on an Antiburgher face, 


And whine as ye were, grunting out a grace; 


For Robin Spieres ere now has ta en his place 

| Amang the dead; 
And like Danton has run his holy race, 
And loſt his head. 


1 


Gude guide us, Robin, 'wha wad e'cr hae thought 
That ye wad to'the guillotine be brought; | 
The ſcar-craw Death ſome ither might hae ſought | 
And let you be; 


For full a nnn. ye've wrought 
Amaiſt 


Auld Skin an' Banes, toon lev'ling dass Cinis q 
What tempted thee to cut poor Robin's throat, 
Wert thou afraid the ſage wad turn his coat, © 
And, void o dread, 
Wad hatch againſt thee ſome infernal plot, 
And ſnap thy bead. 


Howe er it * poor Rab, thy ſilent bier 
Full well deſerves the tribute of a tear; 
Ik Democratic ſaint will mourn to hear 


| Thy awful doom; 
For now een hae nae cauſe to fear 
1 The Pope o Rome. 


Baſe Scarlet Whore, unge Rab at laſt 
Wad o'er thee ſome deciſive cantrups caſt; 
But yet it ſeems thou haſt withſtood the blaſt, 
An' fool'd us a”, 
And Nintey-four will very ſoon be paſt 
For a our jaw. 


They talk of Atheiſts—Atheiſts, what are they; 
They may be folk indeed that ſeldom pray; 
1 op ablins laughter thouſands in a day 


A that's but foppery 


To pray'r-books, prieſts, and a' the vile diſplay 


O vile black Popery! + 


O man had ye the clever trick but play'd, 
The Pope and Antiburgher to hae made, | 
Or mountain-man, or ev'n an Atheiſt blade i 
Or ta'en his head, 
We'd been content, but now our hopes are laid, 
For now you're dead. 


g 


(8) 


ee indobdthas yah — 2 

To fraternize again with fam d Briſſot, 41 

Ten an the ſunctiſy d Chabot, 
Wha by your deods 


Were fog co bog auld e ft 20 
& i Without their kink 


but e re the man, gude Robin Spieres 
That's yet to the Deil a, thouſand. years, 
1 * happen plainly it appears, 64 


Frac 3 writ; 


bend A on —_ And free the Pit! | 
This would indeed. a (great atchievemecnt be, . 
Fit for Marat, Egalite, aud thee; ' of „ 
Though ſome there arc wha wad pretend to ſee MALE 
In this a curſe, * l 
That for ne hel we'd then 2 5. ke wi * 
ea ten times worſe: 


Vet they're re but fools wha mak ſac miekle bother, 
There's Willy Pitt, Wha mae?—Ay, there's another. 
John Young o' Hawick, our degenerate brother. 
The Lor d forgic him, 4 
For mickle grace the man wad wiſh to ſinother— 
__ _Leangaſeoban. 


Of ſenſe it ſeems he has an unco deal— : 

Would he had greater ſtore of godly cal; 

Your fenſe and reaſon are but unco wet 
Divines will tell 


That e and wail - 
And gnaſh -k. 


1 then Robinſpieres, my worthy chiel/ Lb 
8 ſure to tell Marat we wiſh him weel; \ 


Tell him, we hope he ſoon ſhall lead the deil 
Some hellifh dance; 


r ſteel, 


Like Paine 1 in der 


EINIS. 


